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By Roy L.
j( T Off, lojk at that rtrawer!"

IJ crlp.l JIr. Jarr, anJ fho can)

' over tii wlicro Jlr. Jarr wa
laboriously aelsct-ln- e

a necktte for
thn day from n
very large assort-me- at

of cravats
that were not
(rood enough to
wear anil vreri
too good to throw
away. The kind
you have In
quantity.

She eOsed In be-- ?

'.do him while he
was mooning over

a eray tie that was utrlng drawn, and
a blue knit one that vvai starting to
ravel. Sho pulled them both out of his
hands, straightened up the top drawer
of the chiffonier with a fow deft passes
and closed It.

"nut I say, you know," stld Mr. Jarr,
linking, "I h.xve to hav n tie."
"Well, wear this one!" said Mr.

out a Christmas lft red
one.

TSa.Yt you think It's Just a little toi
say?" askcl Mr Jarr.

"Well, for coodness sake! Take what
vou want, but please don't .get that
drawer all mussed up aualn. I Just
straltrhtenM t!" snapped Mrj. Jarr.

So the tamt-- man Klngcrly drpiv out
the ravel, Ins blue tl and started to
ohoko himself to death with It. For he
had on ono of those collars that havo
a crip In the fold that permit no neck-
tie to slip through to adjustment.

"Talk of women belns vain," Mrs.
Jarr wont on, as the poor man, with
poppln? eyes, nm-se- at thn stlcklnc
cravat before th mirror. "Well, the
men are worre! Aro you solng to'let
ti9Pkt the top of that chiffonier? Give
me that brush!"

Mr. Jarr had by this time ceased to
fight with the cravat and was permit-
ting It to havo It' own way with a
rpaco between the d fold
over that showed two Inchea of shirt
top and his collar button, and wa- -

to hrunh his hair.
Jlavlng taken thn brush from him,

Mrg, Jarr stuck the comb In It and
. placed It on the chiffonier with a bang

that plainly told,
"Now touch anything that belongs to

you again, If you dare!"
"Aro you Rolng to wear that blue
ult air.iln7" Rho now asked, eying

"in nukain'e.
"Why, I suppose so, seelnr: I have It
ii." said Mr. Jarr.
"Wei!, It's a sight!" said Mrs. Jarr.
How do you npt your clothes In the

condition ou do? Why don't you wear
the brown sJlt?"

"Whc o Is it?" asked Mr. Jarr spirit-
lessly. '
,
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"It'a hanging Jn your e!oat. "Where
else should It be?" wa th reply. "Oh,

may look aurprlsed. It be
In the closet unlesa I had put It Uiera.
You leave everything lying aro.und for
me to pick up. One would think I had
nothing to do all the day long but to
follow you around picking up after
you. For goodnoss sake! at th
Vther suit and don't wear that blue
one ngaln till It'a It' all
sp.Mii nnd It needs prsjngl"

.Mr. Jarr went over to the dotit that
wa--s supposed to be for his own ap-
parel and fumbled around
helplessly nmong a hanging mass of

petticoats, kimonos, and other
eonlldcntlal garment belonging to Mra.
Jarr.

"I can't And the brown autt, dar."
he said, Anally.

"Of course yoi can't And It I Tou
want me to wait on you! Upon my
word you give me more trouble than
the ehlldrenl"

Mrs. Jarr then Aounced over to the
closet and with agile hands and y

eyes quickly solved all Its mysteries.
"Well, It's not here," she said

presently. "Now, what could you hav
done with It?"

Mr. Jarr said nothing, and Mrs. Jarr
knitted her brow In thought.

"Oh, yes," ahe said, "I remember
now, I gave It to a man for some
rnamelware things. You couldn't wear
It .again."

"It's evident I ran't wear It again If
tho man
lins It," said Mr. Jarr, resignedly.

"Well, It's a good thing aoroebody
got ome good out of It. You weren't
vveailng It, and It was only hanging In
tho closet attracting Oh, dear!
What will I do with tho man?"

Mr. Jarr could not rolvo this ever-listin- g

question for his good lady, but
was as ns he
could on himself with tho whisk broom.
He had done fairly well with himself
In front, but his efforts to reach around
behind nnd brush off his own back
were pitifully helpless.

"Why don't go In the hall to
brush yourself?" asked Mrs. Jarr.
"You get everything full of lint and
dust. And how did all that lint get on
the bick of your troufers?"

"I hung them on the back of the
chair last night," nald Mr. Jarr.

was at them let them
drop on the carpet."

Mrs. Jarr did not pursue the Inquiry
as to who had been "at them." "Well,
do eonie on to breakfast! You keep
everything back!" she cried,

"Aren't going to take out your
curl papers?" asked Mr. Jarr.

"You mind your own buslneis!"
cried Mrs. Jarr, sharply. "Ho I ever
criticise you, how you look, or whether

nro presentable for the. brenkfast
table or not? And goodness knows I
could'"

glils, liking and respect are not a

i

Vincent's
Loversv

secure for
love the man you marry. You must

loo su muoh before you do marry him tint there Is
n' dou it In yntir mind a.s to the wisdom of your choice.
V. "n you pronlvi to become a man's Mlfo there must be
no thought In your mind of "perhaps It would have heen

,r netter If I had taken Jack: or it may bo that Henry would
have made a better husband."

V do you
that thn mirrla.o Is a deslrnhln
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you wouldn't

cleaned.

exclusively

skirts,

moths.

working expeditiously

you

"Somebody and

you

you

foundation matrimony.

irequuuily

not iiunK or marrying mny man until
In your own hoirt he Is tho only man
your ho.irt," nnd I mean It, because I

convince yout heart with your mind

one desirable marriage, and that Is the

A Small Income.
A MAN who Msns his letter "M.

ZV C. n." writes;
"I have been calling quite
upon a woman I know, and a!

though I llko her very muoh I am not
in a position Ilnan' lally to marry, My
Income la very smull. Should I contlnuo
my attention, or cense them?"

You should make itt) this quite clear,
and then It Is the wiinari's privilege to
dorlde whethvr Uio cares to continue
receiving your atttntlona.

Let George Do It!
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BT.voi-Ri- s of rniyEniso chaptkih.
Jaoill ile Cliimij Inwinl i Inwd by ClirU.

tln ll.ae, u i4Miitiful iming oiicra sniicvr, Tlie;ir lloiu-e-, nliere L'lirltiint" lue, i
liaunlf.1. iiLi.tr)m clolr, by t krlrton-llk- n- -

l'trtlkm wlitiii llirr tall the "i;rt liliuit." T i
nr mannjrn late clurca of the l,era lloi'e,
TliiT riTfue ,i Inter iltrnel "iipers illiot," ifliirtinllitf nitme trU'lltc anil 1t,e tw of
Jinx i on tti iraml tier. Tli "(Inert (llusffall) In Ine wllh rhnlin. she nuifrtwt i.er .

lore for Itaoii, and, tliouih Harnliid lut.1 tti"
can nen--r niarr, lHsxjme4 cnita.-i-l c him. (1- -i

tine unt tlay talcta Kanul ti th rK,f of
ii.era ll(rtit. 'I liej-- tlie te!l lum of a m kt.man named l.nk, villi tennlnslr uiriiiiiirilio.ieri, uhn lout ner anl lw once ttrnel her.
in hit tlhi'lr nn tn ldtnd In (ho lake Hut lie t
lin'er the tl;era Jfinue. Tliere. 'ie ej, lie
remote! lilt iii.ik, illtc!oInj a horril-l- fa e S(1e
ewaiiel from lit-- In a mie, Haoiil it etjer
In ait; Ihe nun. a; tills caniwt i.ntune. An iinntcn creature luti follaAel them jn.
nterlictrl llleir talk . Clinillne utt alntlnj in"fautt" nni nlirlil ahe it niMterloiuIr kuluj iw I,
llaiul atatvl-e- i the (Ipera II.iiii for htr Mt
inteta an railed I'trslau itlm clalma to kno Frik
anl lli lltler'a hi. II' i plaie ther the) eturl
fir the ltudergrtjiind almlo. The I'trilan tditof a furrrrr tUtt to hhk'a mHterranenn hotn- - anlof a fear tett Ihit fantailli' lute of the "I'liantom"fjr Chnttme may lea l In mime ttholeiale trajwjj.

CHAPTER XXL
(Continued.)

The Persian' a Narrative.
K Ailed mind

through tho terror withIS which ho Inspired her, but
the dear child's heart bo-- !
longed wholly to the Vlcomto

Uaoul d riiarmv. Whl!o thv nhvut
about, like an Innocent engaged cmplo
ri the upper lloor of thu opera to'
avoid the monster, they little suspect-- 1
ed that some ono was watching over!
tiie-i- i I was prepared to tlo anything:
ti out me iiiuiieier ii necess.iry anilexpUIn to tho police afterward. Hut
Kill: did not show himself, and I felt
none tho more comfortable, for that

i mut cin.iin my wnole plan. I
thought that the monster, being driven
from his house by Jealousy would thus
cnaiue me 10 enior It without danno.'
through the assage In the third cellar
It was Important for everybody's sako

'

that I should know exactly what wax
Inside. One day, tired of waiting for an
opportunity 1 moved thn stono and m
once heard an (astounding music; tho
monster was working at his "Don Juan
Triumphant," with every door In his
hwusa wide open. 1 knew that this v.a.
the work of Ills life. J was careful not
to stir and remained prudently In mv
dark hole.

He stopped playing for a moment
and begin walking about his place
like a madman. And ho said aloud, at
tho top of his voice.

"It must be flushed nrtl Quite I

finished!"

CscntcM. tail, kr tw mm nMUMu c rrw am Trt WatfC
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This speech was not calculated to
reassii.e ne, and, when the niusio

ed, I closed tho stone very
softly.

fill the day of the abduction of
Christine Dase I did not come to the
theatre until rather Lite In the evening,
ttembllng leu 1 should heir bad news
I had spent n horrible day, for. after
reading In a nmrncig iMiier the an-
nouncement nf a fnrt'ifo.iilng marriage
between Christine an the Vlromte de
Chagny, I wondered whether, aftrr nil.
I ulinuld not do belter to denuiinro the
monster. Hut reaMiii lei' to me
and I was persuaded that tills action
could only precipitate a posslblo ca
tastrophe.

When my cab set me down before the
Opera I w.n really almost astonished
to seo It still stindlng! Hut I am some-
thing of a fatalist, like all good Orien-

tals, and I entered readv for anything
Chrifitinn Dane's Abduction In the

I'rlson act, which naturally surprised
everybody, found mo prepa'cd. I was
quite certain that she had been Jupgled
away by link, that prlnco of conjurers.
And 1 thniight p'H'ttvely that this was
tho end of Christine and perhaps of
everybody, so tnii-l- i so that I thought
of advising nil theso people who were
Maying on at the theatre to mike good

their escape. I felt, however, that they
would be sure tn look upon mo as mnd
and I refrained.

On the other hand, I resolved to aot
without further dclny, as far as I ii--i

concerned. Tim chances wore In my

favor that Mrtk at that moment w.--

thinking only or his captive. This was
the moment to enter hts houso through
the tMrd cellar, and I resolved to take
with mo that poor little

w ,o at the tlrst uggestlon u
ceptcl with nn amount of confldenco In
myself th.it touched inn profoundly. I

Imd Bent my rervant for my pistols, I

gave one to tho vleount nnd advised
him to hold himself ready to fire, for
after all firth might b watting for us
behind Uio wall. We were to go by
t,hoi Commujilktb' road and through the
trajxloor.

Seeing my pistols, the llttla viscount
asknl mo If we were going to fight a
duel, I said:

'V-- ' mpiI wliilt a duel!"
Hut of puur.-'- I 'ill no time t ex-p-

n unl ring to l.jin. The IKtle vis-

count l .i brave fellow, but he knew
hi til: v anything about : s iulvcrary,
and It was o much the My
great 'i'i' was Uiut lie tut already
Hotiiewhf nun us, preparing tno I'un-Ja- b

lasse lor lie is the king of stianglera
Vn as he In the prince of conjur- -

By George
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of the Opera
era. When he hud flnlHhed making the
little sultana Inttgh, at the tlmo of the
"rosy hours of Mnzenderan," Uio herself
ustil to nsk him to amuse her by g lng
her a thrill. It was then that he Intro-
duced the aport of the l'unjab lomo.

llu had lived In India antl acqiilre-- l an
Imiedlblu skill In tho art of strangula-
tion lie w'oulil make them lock him
lino a eoiirtjard to which they brought
a w irrlui usually, a limn cctidomod to
deat'i .inuM with a lo:ig pdee and
bron. Imt ird. I'.rlk had only h'.e lasso;
atil It Was nluy Just when the warrior
thought that he was going to fell Krlk

'with a tremendous blow that wo hard
tho lasso whutlo through the air. With

'it turn of the wrist Krlk tightened tlm
tuMint round his advei Mry'it neck and,
In this fashion, dragged htm before the
lit! c SUltllll.l a. id .Ml. '. .'.Ill

iloiklng from a window and applauding.
'I'm lltll" K'dtaiia hei'svif leu im! ii

jwlild the l'unjab lasoo ami lulli.l set'-ert- il

of hor women and even of the
fiietitU who visited her. Hut I prefor

Ito drop this terrlblu kubject of the rosy
hours of Mnzende'iin. I liae mentljried

lit only to explain why, on arriving with
Vlcomto de Clngny In the cellars of tho
Opera. I was bound to prie t my com-- !
pinion against the tlati-- 1

Ber of death by airanglllig. My pistols
could serve no iniri'ose, for Krlk was
l.ot llkelji to show hlmclf; but Hrlk
could always strangle us.

I had no lime to explain all of this
In the Viscount, besides, there us noth-
ing to bn gained by compllcntlng the po-

sition. I tnmply told M. de ''hagn-- , to
keep his hand at thu level of his eyes,
with the arm bent, us thouh waiting
for the command to tire. Wlr i his vie
tlm in this at'.ltude. It was

GICOIt'iK a city Is aANDY pjpulatcd tract land
without neighbors.

OT politics melt a pure white
-1

sn v dark blown si'jsh.

KOItfiK roillv never spends
liuncy. He keeps It for his

McManus

1
even for tho most expert atrangler to
throw the lasso with advantage. It
catches you not onls1 round th neck,

aleo round the arm or hand, Thli
enabled you cosily to unloose Un lajtso,
which then beoines harmless,

After avoiding the Commissary f
Police, a numlur of door shutters
tin- - llTtiiien, af'er meeting the lot
catcher aiul tasslng I'he man the
felt hat iinpercelved, the Viscount
I arrival without ob.:aol In the thlnl
cr4'ar, between the jwt pleco and the

from the ' ft i de Iaihore.'' I

worked the rlone w Jumped Into
the hous iVhliih Krlk built him-

self tn the double case of the founda-
tion walls of the Opera.

was tho eaalrsn thing In the
world for to beea'ise Krlk was
one at the chlttf contractors under
PMBlppe Gander, the archltwt of the
opera, continued to work by him-
self whin the work a olllelally

liirlnig the the siege of
I'arls tho 'miiune.

f know my Krlk too w t!l to feel st a. 31

comfcrtnAln on Jumiiln, hts house
I know lie hod made of a certain
palace at Mnzenderin. I 'rum being the
mott hnt Inilldlng conceivable he
swn turned It a lionise of the verv
devil, where Juu could not utter a

word but It was overheard or repcited
by an echo.

With hli doors the morwfter sat
rfiitrtol for endlwwt tiaJI of 'l
klmM. Me hit mun astonianing in- -

ventmns. Of Ihete the tr. t us.
horrlMe daittrerous im i 'e o- -

c.i .,.1 ' r'orc c'la-nbe- I' ''i ape- -'

i' a '! v t ! t h, Hf. un l
amwed here" V rullct4'ix "'

' n in s line o, ,"e d i.u e'tle "i"
was let ' '"it wretc'ies o .der-ic-

j

HKYNOI.DS says that he hasEKK been able to keep hla wlfo
at home under control, but since the

In the tolephonn she has ben show-
ing suffragette symptoms.

EKK UKY.S'OIDR savs that he Is not
to spend his time workln' for

postoiity, bocuuio posterity Isn't hulplng
him noaa. '

The liedgeville
By John L. Hobble

lO';rthi, lull, Tn I'rt.t PutilUMoj C (Tht Ni Yoik W'oilJ).
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"All the World's a Stage.
(Little Comedies of Lvcry Day.)

By Alma Woodward.
Oowrlalit. 1011, br th I'm (. (Tl N Toik WoriU).

Woman Born to Suffer!
!! Ur. I'nlUl's ittlt:

r.hnrtrri )ir. I'ulUt, Mra. (lrM wi Uij
ttrinUnt.

ITIi iHn,1int iuIimv la Mn. Ursti. whn It
ttttrrl In itulft feMrt tip Vi ia. !rtor ukts
out hli wttch fuKPftlTelj,)

118. O. (pouting) Now, doctor.
don't he harsh, there's a dear
mnn If you hud as many
clothes to put on as I havo,
why

(Attendant couglia dlscreotly.)
Doctor (getting down to business)

What It Is? A cavity. Mra. Graves?
Mra. O, (volubly) Yes. what do you

think of that? -- tho Arat I've evr had.
You know how perfect my teeth ore,
doctor, I was so distressed to nnd It!
Does It hurt to have a tooth filled, doc-
tor?

Doctor No of coursa not!
Mrs. O. I was foolish to nsk a ques-

tion Ilka that as Uioug-- a dentist Is
going to say anything hurts!

(Tho doctor fusses around the chair
and walta for Mrs. Qravoa to remove
her hat.)

Mrs. Q. (confidentially to attendant)
Does it hurt to have a tooth Ailed, my
dear? Tell me the truth, there's a good
girl.

Attendant (gravely) Certainly not,
madam wo hove children coming hero
el cry day In tho week to have teeth
Ailed.

Mrs. O. (hopefully) fimall children?
Attendant Vc-r- small, mndam.
(Mra. Oruve.1 Anally removes her

hoadgear.and delivers It into tln attend-utrt'-

hands.)
Doctor (oheerfully) Now, If you'll alt

In the ohalr, Mrs. Graves, we'll havo a
lnuli at the teolh.

.Mrs. (). I'll sit In the chair If you
promlso not to wind It up and tip me
back. I halo Oi.it'

Doctor (Indulgently) Hut, my denr
Mrs. Ornves, 1 huvti to tip It back to
get the proper light nd a safo grip.

Mrs. O. (shrieking mJIdIy)-lr- lp! My

etc.

to death. And even then, w"hen these
had "had enough," they were alwnys
at liberty to put an end to the'nselves
wvth a l'unjab lau or bowstring, left
for their use at tho foot of an Iron
tree.

My ntarm, therefore, was great when
I raw that tho rootii Into which M. le
Vlcomto de Clrigny nnd I hail droppd
was an exact copy of the tortiuo rliiiin-br- r

or tho rosv hoiira of Mnrenderiin.
At our feet I found the I'linjiih lasso
whli'li I had been nil thn even-In-

I whs Hint tills rope had
already diinn duty for Joseph Illiquid,
who, like iiiVMcIf, must luivo caught
Krlk onn evening working the stono In
tho third cellar. Il probably tiled It In

his I in n, fell Into thu toiture chamber
mid only left It hanged.

I can well liniiKliin Krlk drngglng th
bo.lv, In unlet' to get rid of It, to the,
scene rrnm tlm do I.aluiro" and
bunging It tlieie as an example, or to
Increase tho aiipet stltlous teiror that
whs to help him In guarding the ap-

proaches to his lulr! Then, upon retloe-Mo-

Krlk nont back tn fetch Hie Punjab
lasi-o- . which Is vory curiously made out
of catgut, and which might have sot an
examining maglstrnte thinking. This
explains the disappearance of the rope.

And now I discovered the Iniso. nt our
feet, In the torture chamber' I

S"i i'. ' nt.nrd, but n cold nwe.it ooverrd
nn- 'errhrnd as I moved the little red

V; f n. v Iritcrn over tho walls.
M. de Chiignv noticed It nnd asked:
"Wbiit Is tho matter, sir?"
I made hlm a Violent to be silent.

XXII.
Jn the Torture Chamber.

tThf .YairdMrc

rtFjl i: ' ' 'n the middle of a tittle
tyfi; s " '' r,,, m, the sides

of w i. i .tro covered with
mirrors f:om top to bottom,
In the corners ivo could clear- -

ly seo the "Joins" In the g!a,-we- the
segments Intinded to turn on their gear;
yea, I them and I recognized
the Iron tivo In the cornor, at the hot- -
torn or ono of thogo eegmeiits
tin. lion lice, with 1U lion branch, fur
ll.e hanged men.

I seUed my companion's arm; the
Vlcomto de Chagn was nit

' eager to shout to his betrothed that lie
was bilnglng hor help, 1 feared that
ho would not bo nbln to contain him-
self.

I wo heard n noise on our
left. It sounded at met Ilk a door

:Dwigg ins J

heavens! (To attendant) My dear, la
the pain ever severe enough to scream
at?

Attendant (blandly) Never, madaml
(Mrs. (Itnvcs seAta heriolf In ths

chair. The doctor produces several linen
squares, then starts to raise the chair.
Mrs. Gravea turns palo.)

Mrs. (1. (anxlously)- -I don't thin It
Is absolutely necessary to do that, doc-

tor. I'm not particular about the light-- It
doesn't mntter It the Ailing Isn't so

exnct-Ji- iy husband Isn't particular,
either!

(The doctor, Ignoring her norvousness,
continues to ralsn the chair.)

Mrs. O. (almost tearfully) It really
Isn't going to hurt. Is It doctor?

Doctor (soothingly) Not a bit. dear
lady.

Mrs. O, (smiling up at him coquettlsh-ly- )

You sweet man you wouldn't hurl
u little woman like me, would you?

(The doctor seizes his Implements an I

looks over Uio ground. Kuddxiily there
Is a hair-raisin- g shriek, u violet matt
Jumps Into space then ellcricc.)"

Mrs. 0. (caressing her Jaw) W elt, did
you 111! It?

Doctor (vexed) My dear o-dam, I'm
no magician I elmply touched tho
nerve!

.Mrs. O. (moaning) Can't you glva m
gas?

Doctor Only when I pull a tooth. .,
Mrs. U. Well, pull It, then.
Doctor -- Hut It'a a crlnio to pull a

tooth In aui'h good condition!
Mis. (!. (coldly) It's my tooth, Isn't

It? I'iiII It, ule.isc! (Iter mooj chang-
ing suddenly, rtitt putt him on t"n
cheek) You'll pull It, doctor, dear,
won't you?

Doctor (mentally) !!

HOW HE ACQUIRED IT.
Randall IIiuj a reputation for brav-

ery, has he?
llogcrn Yes, with every one who

has seen his wife. I.lfc.

j opening and shutting In the next room'
I nnd then there was n dull moan. I
I clutched Ol de Ch.igiiy's arm nioro

Ii ndy still, nnd than we distinctly
liciiii these words:

"You must make your choice! Thn
wedding mass or tho requiem mass!"

I the volco of the monster
Them wna another moan, followed by

a long silence.
I was by now that the mon-

ster was una are of our presence In hts
house, for otherwlso he would certainly
have managed not to let lis hear hlm
He would only have had to close thn
little Invisible window through which
the tortu'e-lover- s look djwn Into thn
tiirture-ehHtii'i- Hesldes, I was cer-
tain that. If he had known of our pret-
ence, thu tirturrs would havo begun at
once.

The Impirtant thing was not to let
him kuo'A ; and I dreaded nothing so
much as the Impulslvenaiui of the

de Chagny. who wanted to rusn
through the walls to Christine Daae.
whose miMiis wu continued to heir at
Intervals.

"Tho requ'em mas I' not at all gay,"
Krlk's voice resumed, "whereas th '
wedding ina-- s you can tako my Wid
for It U magnificent! You must take
a resolution and know your owji mind
t cant gi on living ike this, like i
mole in n burrow. Don Juan TrlumpV
nnt Is finished, and now I want to Ilvn
like eveiybody else I want Ii have i
wife like eeryboi!i else and to take he
out on .Sundays. 1 have .ni'ented a
musk makes mo lo.tk like any boil1
People will not i turn around In the
streets. You wl'l be the happiest of
women. And we will slnj -,- '1 by

till we swoon away with delight
You are crying' You are afraid of me'
And yet I am not really l ked.
mo and ou shall see' Al. I wanted
waa to be loved for myself. If yoj
!oed me 1 Miould be as gent'a as a
lamb; nnd u could do anything with
mo that ou pleated."

Boon the moans that acenmpalned this
fort of love's litany Increased and In- -
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Km
recognlied

Suddonly,

recognized

persuaded

that

creased. I have never he anl anything
more 'Impairing: and M. da t'hagny and
( leiognlzed that this terrible lamenta-
tion came from Krlk ilmself. Chrlstlnu

laeemcd to bo standing dumb with horror.
without the strenci.i to cry out. while
the monster was on hli knees before
her.

"You don't lovo me You don't to
me You don't lovo me'"

j And then, more gently!
I "Why do you cry? You know It gives
I me pain to see you cry!"

A .silence, ii
(To Be Continual
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